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his brave elephants to fight before him; and in the time of their
fighting, either coming or going out, many times men are killed or
dangerously hurt by these dephants. But if any be grievously hurt
which might very well escape, yet nevertheless that man is cast into
the river, himselfe commanding it, saying: dispatch him, for as long
as he liveth he will do nothing else but curse me, and therefore it is
better that he die presently. I have scene many in this kind. Again^
hee delighteth to see men executed himselfe and torne in peeces with
elephants. He put to death in my time his Secretary, only upon
suspicion that Chanachanna should write unto the Decan King 5
who, being sent for and examined about this matter, denied it;
whereupon the King, not having patience, arose from his seate and
with his sword gave him his deadly wound, and afterwards delivered
him to be torne by elephants.
Yet Jahangir's journals are full of notes of the beauty of
some bird or plant, and he would instruct his court painters
to make drawings of any that especially pleased him. He
tells us that Mansur painted more than a hundred of the
wild flowers of Kashmir: and he was himself a connoisseur
of ability: 'My love for painting and my critical sense are
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so developed,' he writes, 'that when any work is put before
me, either of dead or living artists, I can tell at once whose
work it is. And if it contains many portraits by different
pens I can say which is the work of each. Even if it is an
eye or an eyebrow which has been done by another hand
I can tell who did it and who did the face as a whole.'
There is something of the child as well as the connoisseur
here, and it is certain that his courtiers encouraged him in
these claims to infallibility. He never knew when he was
wrong! He had the collector's rage, and would pay ridicu-
lous prices for anything which seemed rare or curious.
Thus one courtier was rewarded with the sum of thirty
thousand rupees for bringing him a good specimen of some
mottled ivory which was the craze of the moment 'He
was an amateur of all rarities and antiquities/ says a con-
temporary Dutchman.
But the true artist in the Emperor shines out in many
passages in his diaries. Of a valley in Kashmir he writes:
'How shall I sing its praise? As far as eye could see

